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	1. Chapter 1

Tiamet

Chapter One

The day was one of the more common days on the island of Berk: cloudy. _Well, in this case it would be foggy,_ Hiccup decided as he and Toothless coasted into sight of the air docks, a massive construction, and an incredibly convenient way to land. Spanning some thirty feet off of the cliffs and into the air, it was made of wood and stone. Toothless slowed his descent and landed onto the platform with an ease gained from hundreds of landings. The skilled descent went unnoticed, however, and Hiccup swung off of Toothless without any effort, removed his saddle, and placed it up on its rack. Several other Vikings noticed him, their belts tighter, they themselves leaner yet stronger. Gobber was the first of them to walk up to Hiccup, and he put a hand on the young man's shoulder.

"So, you didn't you find her, did you?" His voice was sorrowful, and uncertain, his eyes going between Hiccup, and Toothless' sad stare.

"What do you think." Hiccup angrily replied, shrugging his mentors hand off of himself.

"We'll get lucky eventually," Gobber replied, "I'm sure of that." As he said this he turned, keeping the steadily vanishing Hiccup in his sight's.

"No you aren't," Hiccup whispered under his breath, "It's only been three months since my father left, and I've already screwed up. She's gone. We will never find her." And with this he entered the mist and vanished from sight.


	2. Chapter 2

Leaving the village limits, Hiccup wandered into the woods, perfectly aware of two things: he had lost the elder vikings but was still followed by his dragon. Turning back, he called out into the mist, "Toothless, I know you're there. It's alright."

Slowly a dark shape came out of the mist and walked up to Hiccup, who was now sitting down on a log. Both could hear the crashing sounds of the wave, and the sound of advancing lightning, neither uncommon for Berk. But as Hiccup looked up, the lightning was not segmented, it was a single beam, a single stream of blue light moving towards them before it crashed directly into the ocean. And only then did they hear a scream of pain.

Both rushed towards the beach. Lightning flashed, revealing a man in the water, his back submerged, but fortunately still able to breath. As the pulled him out, Hiccup got a clear look at his face, his skin a color unlike any he had ever seen, not tanned nor pale but somewhere in between. As they dragged him out of the water, he sputtered into consciousness for a moment, barely able to get out in a garbled voice, "Domo," before sinking into unconsciousness once more. Bringing him up to Berk's defensive wall, Hiccup looked around. Today was surely strange.

* * *

><p>Several hours later the village healer came out of the strangers room, a small place with only a bed and a chest, the best place they could get him on short notice. She turned to Hiccup, who was propped up against the wall outside the door, and spoke, "He's awake. I'll warn you though, god luck understanding what he says."<p>

Hiccup gave her a nod, "I'll give it a try," and with that he walked into the room.

The stranger was propped up, a bandage wrapped around his chest, the crimson liquid soaking through. His skin was adorned with markings, black ink that stood out against his skin. His hair was black, and his eyes were brown. Beside his wound, he was in perfect condition, better than any viking would have ever been in. His clothing was also strange, not made of fur, or even of cloth. Hiccup looked at it, held it, and examined it. Certainly not made of cloth, it was far too light, and was also dry already.

"Sore wa, nairon to keburā no kumiawasedesu." Hiccup looked over at the stranger, who was now in a cross legged pose.

"Could you say that again?" Hiccup asked, walking up to the man.

"Sorry, I not had to speak English in very long time. I not good at it. My clothing are made of a..." He waved his hands in the air, "a part of-"

"A combination?" Hiccup asked.

"Yes, a combination of what we call "nylon" and "kevlar", a suit made of clothes from a long ago age. My name," He reached out with his hand to Hiccup, who took it and shook it, "is Inzuma, which in my tongue means Lightning. Thanks you for rescuing me from the water."

"Not a problem," Hiccup replied, "And that goes straight to my next questions. How did you get here, where are you from, and why were you around this area."

"I am from a place called Nippon-koku. I had heard of your methods for taming and training dragons, and I wanted to know how, and to bring this back to my people. In exchange, I was to offer you an alliance. We are far away, across the largest land on the world, but we will make it worth your effort. My ship crashed on the way here." He looked over to the pile of clothing, and gingerly walked over to it. Shuffling through his clothes, he retrieved a necklace, a black string with a purple jewel set into it, and drew it around his neck, sighing in relief. "I'm sorry. I didn't know if this had survived. Now, would you agree to my proposal?"

Hiccup looked at him for a moment, before giving the man his hand in a firm shake.


End file.
